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"The sooner the better, I should think/' Nixon
remarked.
" I suppose you wouldn't subscribe to a stained-
glass window of Mr M'Whizzle?" asked Maud. "I
should like one for my sitting-room, to be reminded
of him when my mother isn't there/'
" He's 'about the limit," said Nixon, goaded into
candour.
" You're not going to try and find this racehorse
yourself?" Maud asked. "Competition isn't always
bad, even in your service."
" Well/' said Nixon, consideringly. He sat down
on the mongoose's hutch,
"Well?" said Maud, inquiringly.
It was just then that a mysterious noise commenced
overhead. Something heavy and soft, it seemed, was
being bumped at irregular intervals about the loft
above. In the brief silences between the sounds flakes
of whitewash detached from the ceiling dropped
lightly on the ground. Maud and Alec, listening in-
tently, heard next a scraping noise as of a body being
dragged with difficulty over a rough floor.
" Sounds like someone in the hay-loft," said Maud
in a scared whisper.
For answer, Nixon got up from the mongoose's
hutch, tiptoed over the floor to the ladder, and with
a signal to her to stay where she was, ascended and
disappeared.
His head re-appeared the next moment It seemed
that he could not see anything. Asked why, he
whispered hoarsely that he thought it was becatise
it was pitch dark. Whether extremely flippant or